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SHE PAINTS THE EMPEROR.

MME. PARLAGHY'S SUCCESS WITH
WILLIAM IL'S PORTRAITS,

It Hax Made Her One of the Most
Prominent Artists of Germany—
Her Experiences in Der-
lin—Her Studio.

Te have painted an emperor from lifs
wruld, It must be admitted, under any cir-
1 s g0 4 lofg way toward estab-
fame and reputstion of an
apart from the sentimental
sw in the shadow of royalty,
be Influenced by very rca-
rutions regarding such =
o world full of artists from
se, any one of whom would
conrider himself highly honored to be se-
lerted for the work, it is only a fair as-
sumption that an emperor, if any one,
ought to be able to secure the best In the
market. And it is an emperor, without a
doubt, who has by his patronage caused
3me. Vilma Parlaghy to become, within
the past two or thres years, the most
tulked of portrait painter in Germany. Her
ability was, to be sure, recognized long
before that, and her work known in the
ealons of other European countries; but
it remaiped for the imperial touch to put
upon it a different aspect—in a word, to

to fallc

|

MME. VILMA PARLAGHY.

meke Mme. Parlaghy the fashionable
painter of the day.

The German emperor has had seven or
eight different portraits of himself painted
by Mme. Purluggr, but it was on one lﬁe-
clal occasion, about two years ago, that his
preference for her work caused much com-
motion and ef In the artistic circles of
EBeriln and of the empire. The facts of the
widely tualked of at the tlme, are
these: Among the great number of artists
whese pictures were submitted that year to

the Berlin acsdemy, in competition for the
ted d med Professor Wallot ob-
f:ﬁfea th‘:! hyl.u'n.t Lhe decision of the

Judges. Hetiem vur'nnti:’n all Indhnig
mn; wit emperor's ldeas, an
ed to remedy matters by doing s

wvery unusual thing. That i{=. he took the
wer of award away from the judges, and
ﬁ"m. that the medal be

The disgust of
alder ters at the sudden -
nmgt of newcomer, and t:::lrl jenlc;,
{f her suecess, may easil magi s
?m their ltl.I'-wIII has had nglﬁ_}tn;elr no ef-
t upon_her growing popu X
Fie Frhehy, Yon vt 2o sboct
a Hun and comes of &
mmhle family in Budapest. Ehe showed re-
markable tajents for music and paint-
ing whils she was still o child, and almost
her first work In the latter line was done
in the Bnﬂ.menft sallﬁrlu. ;’}ht{:; sdl?le! made
many of paln ¢y the mas-
Ters. % there shng‘went to Vienna,
lvrh:l;t: :ﬁo studied mtu! the but!:eachg;s
n , and c began her orig-
mﬂroﬂt.., All.twm still 50 ¥OUNE 4 wWom-
an, Mme. Part had bkad the advantage
of study in all the noted art centers of Eu-
and has been & devofed and enthus-
worker at her chosen feasion.
Vienna she went to M

h: from
to Florehce, to acqg

4

Some of Mme. Parlaghy's portraits were
s¢en here at the Chicago world's fair.

Tall and handeome, with dark eyes and
halr and a beautifully proportion figure,
Mme. Parlaghy Is striking in her personal
appearance. She is immensely popular in
the social circles of Lerlin, and, If she ac-
cepted all the invitations which are show-
ered upon her, would have little time left
for her work. She is an excellent horse-
woman, and is especlally fond of that ex-
ercise. The artist is not above the tra-
ditiona! feminine fondness for fine clothes,
which =he {s able, moreover, to Induige to
an almost royal extent. Her studio, at No.
12 Unter den Linden, Is perhaps the most
benutiful in Berlin. It is gorgeously dec-
orated with tapestries and paintings, and
is filled with objects of art and curiosities
collected by the artist on ner extensive En-
ropean travels,. She has a country place
at Baden-Baden, where she spends o part
of each summer.

In obedience to her physician, who pre-
scribed a =sen vovage, Mme, Parlaghy made
a trip to this country last year. Perfect
rest having been commanded, the artist
traveled incognito, and the fact of her visit
wits known only to & few intimnte friends.
While here she went to Washington, Phil-
adelphia and Newport, and seemed 1o de-
rive much enjoyvment from her three of
four weeks' stay.

NIGHT OF TERROR AND COLD.

With an Avenger at the Window and
an ley Blast to Shiver In.

From the New York Sun.

It was Saturday night at a cheap down-
town hotel. A stranger had happened in
early in the evening. He wore a bearskin
cap and was the huskiest-looking man in
the place. He sat around the office all the
evening and entertained the regulars with
stories of mountain life. He I[otimated
that he had beea a United States marshal
and had spent most of his life hunting
moonshiners. He had been shot at a hun-
dred times and had been shot a dozen
times. He had the proud record of never
having lost a man, and he had captured
as many as three men at a time, all of
them desperale characters.

When it came time to go to bed the clerk
sald there wasn't a room in the house left,
and the stranger would have to double up
witH somebody. Stump Carroll, who was
& regular, and has a wooden leg, volun-
teered to take the stranger in. The stran-
ger registered as Luke Collins, and he and
Stump went off to bed. hat happened
inter was explained by Stump yesterday.

1. “He talked me t' sleep,” he sald, “and I
didn't no more'n git to sleep when he
bangs me In-the ribs and eays, ‘Hi=t, now,
will yer?: I says "Hist yourself." He says,
‘Burglars." 1 says, ‘Let 'em come;
ain’t got nothin’ to lose.” He says, ‘He's
lookin’- in the winder. Heaven help us' he
says. ‘It's Spiky Bill, me enemy. He'll
kifll us, and me gun's In hock.” I was

I says, ‘Why didn’t ye tell me, ye
Fie-tnc;ed whelp, that ye had a man lookin®
ur ye?'

“1 couid feel him a-shakin’ and I could
bear his teeth chatter, and he says agaln,
“His face looks like a devil's In hell" He
says. ‘Oh. Lord, he’s murder in his heart.

“Then I slid out and crawled under the
bed. Well, I lald there, with the bed shak-
in’ abave me, for ten minutes and the mug
in it prayin’. I says In ten minutes, “Yell,
ye whelp, yelll” I says, and just as I says
it the whelp reached down and gets one of

shoes. There was o =mash o' glass
and a thump that T thought the house was
comin® down. The whelp above me lets
out & war whoop and says, ‘I done him.’
1 isld stlll., ‘He's gone,' sald the whelp;
‘I done him in one shot,” he says. ‘I never
misses me man. I knocked him off the fire

escape.

**Are ye sures he's gone? said L. ‘Bure,
szys he. And I crawled out, a cursln’ him
for breakin’ the windy and lettin® in the
cold. T was near dead with the scare and
the cold. When the alr from the broken

struck me 1 near I got into
bed, a-cursin’' him, and I ]?nﬂed all the
clothes I could git over me head and I lay

a-cursin® for an hour.
eays he'll git p and hang
his coat over the hole In the w’im‘.lg.e I says,
ity ye didn't think of it before.’
"Welf be gits up and hangs his coat up
and the wind didn't courss through the
room so freely, but "twas.cold enough to
freeze water in hades just the same, I
woks up at foive o'clock this momin’ near
frozen. He woke up at the same time and
we both looked out,
*D'yve know what wa saw? Tl tell ye.
The whelp had hung his coat on :g: lookin®

glass Instead of over the hole in windy,

a-shivesin® and
Then the whel
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with the Itallan school: thence to Holland, ‘

where she worked in Amsterdam and in |
The Hague, and finul’y to the Mecea of all |
arit student Paris. After remaining in |

considerable len

that city for 1h of u:n»-'

Mme. Faraghy went back to Viennn, and
from there come at list to Beriin, where |
her greatest trinmphs have been uchieved,

In addition Lo Egperor William, the list |
of prominent ] sal o

1 long

L Qu

pleased by the young Hungarian's pictures |

of themselves that they could s
honor her smough. At their court sh 5
ceived, beside she gold medal of Art and
BHelonce and of Order of the Crown, i s

- |

clasp=

perb neckince of pearls, upon the
of which are cngraved W, and C.)”*
royal initials

the

nee Bi=marck 1s another of her
patrons, and 1t s related that the great
statesman went pereonally into his kilch- |
en to order refreshments for the young
palnter st work. Mme. Parlaghy's por-|
tralt of Count Eulenberg. master of cere-|
monies at the imperial court, s a work
which has received gre wraiss, n% hns also |
the picture of Stablewski. archbishop of |
Posen and Gnesen.

Among the many other dipnitaries who
own portralte from her brush may be men-

tioned  the eelebrated Dr.  Windthorst,
ount and Countess von Moltke, the Bar-
nnees RBothechild, the Prinee of Wales,

Count Caprivi, Professor Leyden, physician
to the empress of Russia: the playwright,
Bauernfeld. the Duke of Schlrswig-Hol-
ritein. the Duchess of Oldenburg and Baron
Ladislaz de Szogyeny. Austrian ambasga-
dor 10 the German court. This last portrait
wag In the Paris =alon in 184 and won high
commaondation. Mme. Parlaghy also re-
celved the gold me<inl at the Parls salon of
352 A portralt which the artist has done
of her own mother, the Baroness Zollen-
dort s nn attractive piece of work, show-
fng a womnn of 5 or thereabouts, with a
fine face. which must have been beautiful
in her youth.

At presest Mme. Parlaghy has more or-
ders for pletures than she will be able to
fill for some. time, .Enm‘ them being jn-

and I fell to cursin® him again, near dyin®
with the wind blowin' on me. 1 covered
u[n‘dmo head to save catchin' me death o'
Ciend.

“Then I looked out again and st the
windy, and so help me Peter there was no
hole in it. Then the wind nopgﬁd blowin"
on me and I got out of bed. help me
Peter If the lookin® glass wasn't busted
into a milifon pleces nnd the whelp's shoe
an the fleor beneath It.”

“Well, what did you do?" asked the re-
porter,

“What could T do but fall to cursin’?"
exld Stump. *“I says to him, *It's no won-
der ye mistook that face o' yours in the
glass for murdering Spiky Bill's.* **

“What did he say to you?T" asked the re-
norter.

“He =ays, "And you was shiverin' (o death
all night, with the wind comin’' in through
the haole in the lookin' glass.'*

It takes Stump longer to dress than it
does other folks. Luke Collins beat him at
it and got away, and Stump and the hotel
clerk are fichting aboot the pay for the
broken glass. Stump says he took the
stranger in to oblige the clerk. The clerk
says the stranger was Stump’s guest and

tump is responsible.

Consolation.

Dark are the mounds whers the snow-blast
Il 15 The ery of th ind
s the cry of the w on its fligh
Cold is the drift that the north vimf its'
heaping
Over the nursling alone In the night{™—

Alone in the night and the dark that went
creeping
Out of her arms but & daybreak ago!
Angu‘tsh;‘t:ln with sorrow, her watch she is
eeplng,
Far would she follow through storm and
through snow.

Nay, tender mother, have done with your
weeping,
Not In .'I.hc night and the dark has he

part!
His all of bright heaven save when ha s
sleeping

vitattons to paint Peror =
geph of Austria, Queen Ma: of Tialy,
snd members of the famiiy.
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THE LIFE OF KIT CARSON.

FROM AN INTERVIEW WITH JESSIE
BENTON FREMONT.

Not a Rough Frontiersman, as Many
Suppose—His Gentle Nature—
Something About His Sioux
Wife—Heminiscences,

From the Land of Sunshine.

“As a frontiersman, his name and fame
are sverywhers known; but there are, per-
haps, few who think of him except as the
hero of wild adventures. That he was, but
he was more. Nothing could be more mis-
taken than to think of him as a rough
borderer.” Mrs. Fremont sat o little for-
ward in her chair, the fine old face Hghting
with that fire wnich will never be forgot-
ten by any who have known the helpmeet
and widow of our Pathfinder.

“Kit Carson was & min among men; &
iype of the real American pioncer, not only
feariess, but clear-headesd, as gentle as he
was strong. He had the true courtesy of
the heart; and withal a qulet pride—much
as Richard the Lion Heart and his knights,
who thanked God they were not clerks.

“His nature was literally sweet—sweet by
its wholesomeness—sweet as a clear-cut
winter morning Is sweet.

“When he was to come to our house for
the first time (h2 had just ridden overland
from California on his mission from Gen-
eral Fremont, .and my father, then in St
Louls, charged him to visit us) my mother
was a little uneasy. He was accompanied

KIT CAREON IN 186W.

by Edward Beale, then & midshipman, af-
terward General Beale. Carson was shy
and reserved, and his welcome as one who
had been Fremont's com fon and right-
band man overwhelmed him. Yet he was
not awkward. A perfect gentleman, his
dignity and delicacy completely disarmed
my mother. He had been ‘afrald the ladies
might not care to have him there if they
knew he had married a Sioux wife. But
she was o good woman,” he deck I
never came in from hunting but she had
water warm for my feet,” I have always
remembered that—it was so like the sim-
plicity of the Bible.

L~ n was perfectly Saxon, clear and
feir, with light, thin ‘baby hair,’ blue eyes,
lizht eve-brows and lashes, and a fair skin.
He was very short, and unmistakably
bandy-legged: long-bodisd and short-
limbed, 2 man of great strength and vital-

On a horse he was superb—one of the

ity.
“ And

most perfect riders of the frontler.
he was one of the best marksmen.

“He had a quick and gentle sense of
humor. There was no self-consciousness in
him, nor bitterness.

*It used to delight him to go to the mar-
ket (we were in Washington) and watch
the crowds and talk with the market peo-
ple. That it could be so easy to procure
food was a rvevelation to him. As my
mother sald, he who had so oftemn had to
risk his life for a mouthful could appre-
ciate this abundance.

“He was devoted to my daughter Lilly,
then 7 years old. She seemed wonderful to
him, for the children he had known on the
frontler had not had many advantages
and he was surprised at her Ideas. Sensi-
tive to every generous and refined Impulse,
as he was, he was charming to children.

“One day, I remember, he bought a pair
of turtle doves In the marKet. and brought
them home to Lil in a squirrel cage. It
was in Washington, in the siave days; but
he brought the eage in his own hand—a
thing no white person thought of doing
there in those days. He told her how, in
the wilderness, he used to hear the doves
call, and that when he was in the market
and heard these lamenting. he wished to
get them for her. The child was faithfuol
In caring for them, but one hot September
day, fagged and wilted, she forgot them
and they were drooping. 1 was going ™
care-for them, but he sald: ‘No, let her see
what she has done; one lesson will be
enough for her.'

“Shns attended to them, and then Carson
took her on his knee and talked to her
with the very feeling of the Hindoos—that
the life of the =mallest creature should
never be tiken except al need. Next day,
in looking over Littell's Living Age, he
found Andersen’s ‘The Lark and the
Daisy," and had me read it to him—LIil sob-
bing and Carson comfarting her.

““T went to school in a log cabin school-
house.' he sald. 'One day there came the
ecry of Injuns and I ran with the men—and
ther it lays! But T would give 5,000 if I
could read as you can!'

“*There was an {llustrated editlon of By-
ron in the parlor, and in it one day Carson
came upon the steel engraving of Mazeppa
and he began to ses what it meant.

“ 'Read it to me," he cried at last. You
can rend It so much faster.

“So I read it to him. He walked up and
dows, intensely stirr
L]

There never yet was human power
That could evade, If unforgiven,

The patlent search and vigil long
Of him who treasures up a wrong!

* *That's it! That's the word"” he broke
out. *He knows how it is! It took me three
years before I could go back and thank
those Blackfeet for robbing my “caches.”’
After this T had to read *Mazeppa’ to him
nearly every day.

“Carson was of Kentucky stock. trans-
planted to Missourl. WHis simplicity, like
his cournge. was of the old ploneer stamp.
My mother said to him one day: "You must
have had a great many fights."

**I never. had a fight of my own but
one.' Carson answered. *“That was with a
Frenchman. He said the Americans were
cowards and darsn't fight. 1 told him that
I was an American and that T was his
man. And we fit." Hes turned back his
collar unconsciovsly amnd simply and show-
ed the wound by his collar-bone.

“This frst visit of Carson to our home
lasted three weeks, and he enjoved seeing
and comprehending the life of cities. He
never couid get over his surprise and pleas-
ure at seeing how easy it was to get food
hte':; without danger. But he was not daz-
zled.

* 'They are princes here In_their fine
houses,” he sanid. ‘and with people to wait
on them. But on the plains we are the
princes, and their lives would be worth
nothing without us.*

“Yet the hot days of waiting were long
to him—walting on the politicians of the
state deranmmt while his captain's inter-
ests called. They were trying to let Cal-
ifornia work out its own solution, that
they might not have to compromise them-
seives between Fremont some of his
army people.

*“Carson soon found out for himself that
they were not to be depended upon. When
he had an interview with Buchanan—who
had gray hair, a2 white walstcoat and cra-
vat and a most respectful air—Carson again
felt that he had been trified with. He told
the secretary the grass was falling, and
uniess he got away at once there would
be no food for the horses on the long jour-
ney—and still he was put off. ‘Who would
have thought it? he mused. ‘And such a
fair looking gentleman, too! Bul he was
deceitful!

“Buchanan coffered Carson an escort of
soldlere—which zlarmed the frontiersman.
Baid he: °I don't want soldiers. I want
men. Give mes Andrew Sublette and one
other—men that know the country. What
use would soldiers be?

“But at last he got awny, and I accom-
panied him and Mr. Beale to St. Louis,
whence Carson set out on his long re-
turn ride to California, there to find the
delay had accomplished its purpose. His
captain. had been brought back under ar-
rest by General Kearny.

“It wns nearly twently years before his
second and last visit. The winning of the
West had accomplished. The civil
wir had come and gone. ‘The famous pi-
oneer and scout of the old days was now
Colonel Carsun. He had won his hearl's
desire—to wedr and honor the uniform of
his country. He had achieved distinetion
for gallant and valoabla service in the mr-
my and honest and competent record as an,
Indian agent.

“Hut it was o sad vislt. He was already
siricken with death and his
drawn with sulle A
dragged
reata, inflicting mortal Iojuries. Yet the
indomitable 1 held him up, and the old
sweetness and considerateness and simplic-
ity still marked his nature. He must ful-
fill his mission, and he must ﬁt back to
his le hearted wife in Taos, N. M. Aft-
er the death of his Indian wife he had mar-
ried a sister-indaw of Maxwell. of the {a-
mous Maxwell land grant. He reached

home; but the end was near, wife

dled of grief at his condition, leaving a
oung babe, and In a few months he fol-
owed her.,

“Carson, Owens and Godey were Fre-
mont's “Threea Musketeers.' Each was o
specialist. All were singularly cool, brave,
resourceful—and faithful, beyond chance
of change or fallure. It was not in them.

“Carson’s adventurous life as hunter,
trapper and scout is = Fmrt of our history.

2 was one of the finest types of the
American back . As Lieutemant
Walpole, of H. M. 8. Collingwood, who
witnessed the arrival of Fremont and his
men at  Monterdy, wrote in his ‘Four
Years in the Pacific’:

"Here were true trappers; the class that |
roduced the heroes of Fenimore Cooper's |
=St works, . . . He has one or two with |

him who enjoy a high reputation on the

pralries. Kit Carson is as well known
trgf]rea_as the duke (of Wellington) is in Eu-

“He I1s known for what he did, but I
have cared to ak to you rather of what
he was—the heart he had, the clear, sim-
ple, large nature,” .

MARGARET'S DREAM.

A Pretty Story of Child Life—The
Scene in a Colorado
Home.

Margaret’s mother had brought her and
the baby brother to a small village of Col-
orado. The wvillage was little more than
a ranch, and the small houses looked very
poor to them after Mving In the beautiful
city In the East. The broad, level prairie
stretched brown and bare as {ar as the
eyve could reach except toward the west,
where a range of mountains was plainly
seen.

Margaret missed her home, and she
thought the flat country without trees
very tiresome, even though the sKy was
always blue and the sun ever shining.
Brother was happy, for he liked to dig
with his shovel and fill his bucket with
the soft, sandy soil. At first, when she
thought of her old friends and playmates,
she was very unhappy and cried often.
Her mother told her one day, whenever she
felt lonely, to ldok at the mountalns and
they would become her friends. She did
not understand this, but the more she look-
€d at them, the more beautiful they seemed.

Now she loved to watch the lofty peaks
with the clouds and shadows passing over
them. She wanied s0 much to go to
the mountains, and her mother had prom-

she would take her to see them some
time. To-day she longed more than ever
1o go, and after supper ehe came out and
sat down on the doorstep and looked agaln
at ber loved mountains.

Behind them, there was a wondrous gold-
en light, that extended far up into the sky
till it became n pale amber. Margaret
witched till all the gold had faded out, and
45 her mother called her to bed, she
thought what a beautiful place It must be
where the light came from. After she had
gone to bed, and was thinking of the beaun-
tiful light, she opened her eyves and found
the moonlight shining in the room. Her
eyes opened wider and wider, for the light
which came into her room did not shine
all over it, but formed a broad path which
led from her bed to the window. As she

ot up and started toward it, she found
1ersell walki on this shining pathway
out of the window. The path did not end
here, ut it became a broad road, and Mar-
garet could see it led straight to the mount-
ains and was only a part of the ful
light which shone from behind them. She
wilked along this road, which she thought
must be laid especially for her, as she met
no one along the way. The night was very
dark, but she did not feel afralid because
the path was so bright. In a very short
time she reached the place from whence
the light came.

The path passed beitween two mountalns
and Margaret walked Lhmuﬁh a vast gate-
way. The road stopped suddenly and she
found herself at the top of a tight of steps.
They were not bright llke the path, but
wers narrow, and dark, and steep, and
the stones were mossy and damp. T?re dim
light was just enough to show her that
they were slippery. or she would have
fallen to the bottom. She climbed carefully
down the steps till she came to the bottom,
and then a wonderful sight was before her.
She was In a vast canon. On either side
rose high mountains. They were not like
any mountains she had ever seen, but were
bright with golden light, and it seemed to
coma from the inside of the mountalns, as
if it were shining through colored glass.
This light 1it up the canon, and as she
walked along she picked Httie Howers that
grew among the rocks. "

Bhe thought-she had never seen a place so
beautiful. - Tall piges stood Hke sentinels
on elther side ‘& stream which dashed
over rocks, maklng Iittls falls, and then
hurrying on over gther rocks. Some were
granite bowldera dnd the mountaln stream
was often lost ampng them.

But all the while Muargaret heard ils song,
and presently it would glide out from under
a rock, and on and on it would go. She
walked awhile, listening to the music of
the stream, till présently she thought she
would climb down and drink the clear
witer. 4

“What are you doing here?”

The voice startled her so that she almost
fell into the water. She could not see any-
one, and thought she must have been mis-
taken, but as she went forward, she ran
agalnst something, and a voice again sald,
“What do you want?' She saw standing
near her a very queer looking little man.
He was too large for a fairy, so she de-
cided he must be a dwarf. She was not
afraid of the lttlie man, though his large
bead, shaggy halr and big eyes were not
pretty, but there was a kindly look about
his face. “Are you looking for gold?" 'said
tha dwarf, and she knew that it was he
who had spoken before.

*“No, but I should like to have some,”
sald Margaret.

“What do you want with 1t?* asked the
dwarf.

“Oh, my mother is Ill, and I want ever so
much for her, and {f we had more moncy
R‘apa could come out to ses us,” replied

argaret.

“1 will give you all the gold you can car-
ry home, since you wish to do good with
it. Do you see the light in the mountains?
That ks gold which fs behind the rocks, and
belongs to the dwarfs, We only know how
to get it out. Go on till you come to the
mountain ash that hangs full of red ber-
ries.” She could not ask him more, for he
had suddenly disappeared. She hastened
on, but the path grew carrower and often-
times the thick buoshes hid it from her
sight. The stream grew broader, and soon
a great roar filled her ears, and she found
that the path had come to a place where
the stream changed to a great waterfall
and her way led down some steps. She
climbed carefully down, and when she
reached the bottom the great fall was In
front of her, She picked her way along
the slippery rocks till she came from be-
hind the fall. The canon was much wider
here and the little stream with which she
had started out was now a great river.
On its banks grew many trees. These were
low and close together, and Margaret saw
no path to gulde her feet. She must go
on, 50 she plunged into the thicket, which
was quite dark. She had not gone far
when she heard a great Nuttering, and she
saw_Jarge birds Mying about her. She
quickened her pace, for they came flying
at her, chattering in a noisy way. She
knew they were displeased because they
had been disturbed. Only a glance was
needful 10 show her they were magples.
They flew at her so furiously she feared
they would peck her eyes out. Puiting her
hands over her eyes to shleld them. she
ran on ns fast as she could, not knowing
where, but wishing to escape from the an-
gry birds. She ran till she could run no
longer, and was about to stop from weari-
ness when the thicket came to an end and
the birds ceasd to pursue her.

She sank on the ground exhausted,. How
long she lay there she did not know, but =il
at once she heard a bird singing In a tree
above her. Bhe listened with her eyes
closed for a while, but the bird's song was
so beautiful and clear, and every now and
then there was a note that sounded like
“Look up,” “Look up,” and then it would
keep on singing. She opened her eyes and
looked up. and when she did so she jumped
to her feet.

The bird Hew away and Margaret thought
no more of him, for when she ruised her
eyes she found she was under a large
mountain ash, which was red with' berries.

Sha was tired no longer, but started
again in s=earch of the gold. Just behind
the tree was a large boulder, which seemea
to be standing against the mountain, Walk-
ing behind it, she found n small door in
the slde of the mountain. which she opened.
Sha did pot go in, for she suw a sight so
wonderful she could not move. She looked
into a deep cavern, which was lined with

id. Great blocks of it were Iving on the
oor, which hundreds of dwarfs were busy

ing up into small pieces and filling
uckets with the nuggets.

She saw & dwarf coming toward her with
one of these buckets, and her heart leaped
for joy, for she was sure he was golng to
give it to her.

Suddenly she Telt a great shock.
und she saw her mother standing by
her. Instead of the bright path which had
5‘6 to the gold, the yellow sunshine filled
(-]

TOOm.
*Wake up, darling. T bhave good news
for you—a letter from papa, and he will be
with us to-dsy.”
'gh.why lenL 't you let me get the gold?
B4
““Well, don’t you think he is better than
a gold mine?’ sald ber mother, kissing
Afterward, when =he had told them all
h :ugiuhm todomthmpm‘: ;g
bcflnedwthhk-n,m -

T0 SPAN YELLOWSTONE'S BIG CANYON

A Big Deal on Foot to Secure a Franchise for an Elevator and a Trol-
ley in Midair to Connect Cliff With Cliff.

What is considered by many travelers as
the grandest single plece of scenery in
the world—the Grand Canyon of the Yel-
lowstone, at the lower falls—is threatened
with Invasion by projcctors of money mak-
ing schemes  Numerous attémpts have
been made from time to time to securs
privileges for trolley lines and other de-

facing enterprises in the National park. |

but the authorities at Washington refused
ull offers of big returns.

A trolley line through the Grand canon
section of the great government resesva-
tion would pay tremendous profits, and
any number of Jake Sharps have Leen
hanging about the interior department far
the past few yeurs with arguments in favor
of granting franchises. PBut It Is only
within the past few week=s that the in-
veders of the park have met with any

acroas the Grand canyon may yet be car-
ried through. Their promoters have unlim-
ited capital at thelr command, and one of
the great street car syvndicates has n
mentioned as interested in the granting of
the Yellowstone franchises.

One company seeking a franchise at
Washington poses 1o operate an incline
| rallway similar to the great Incline of
| Mount Lowe, in €California. on one side of

the Grand canyen, near the lower falls.
The steam elevator might be working on
ane side of the chasm, while from cliff to
cliff, across the awful gorge, the more ven-
turesome  tourists looking for new and
thrilling sensations would be carried by an
aerial raillway it'is proposed to build. after
the plan of the great Vila Riforma span
of the Bedar-Garrucha aerial ropeway In
the province of Almeria, Sauthern Spain.
The promoters of these schemes hb=lleva

THE PROJECTED AERIAL TROLLEY OVER YELLOWSTONE FALLS.

Ent;:oli:'mmmeut from the government of-
a

Senator Vest, who has long been known
as one of the strongest opponents in con-
gress of any Invasion of Yellowstone park,
has asked the senate to uest the sec-
retary of the iInterfor for Information as
to the proposed erection of a steam elevator
on the brink of the Grand canyon, immedi-
ately below the lower falls. Mr. Vest has
informatiofl to the effect that the interior
department {s about to sanction the ele-
vator scheme, and that other privileges for
money making profects are to be granted
at once to companies having the b
of prominent men.

Congress will probably be asked by Mr.
Vest and other senators to check these in
vaslons of the park so that this wonder of
nature may be retained in all Its original
beauty, but the elevator and other schemes
for carrying tourists up and down and

that the thousands of tourists who anncaliy
visit the Grand canyon would be willing to"
pay almost anti sum within reason for a
ride down to the depths of this gorgeous
chasm, or across it. The plans for a cable
transit across the face of the falls is the
subject of the accompanying fllustrazion.
At present It seems the most likely to be
accomplished—the most dangerous to this
wonderful national possession.

The tourist who visits the lower falls of
the canyon at present is set down upon a
platform at the edge of the cataract—a
l‘l:;lut mch,_eﬁq by ’ntratrlvay. In lt;ha” tuor-

ssason point of vantage wiyS
crowded with fascinated sightseers who
walch the advancing volume of water,
green and clear, flow rapidly but solidly to
the brink and then plunge downward in
a mighty mass of spray and foam, white
a9 the driven snow. The depth of the
Grand canyon is about 1.0 feet.

Popa wis
AL QP )

SOME GOOD BEAR STORIES.

THE OLD MISSOURIAN TELLS OF
EARLY DAYS IN THE STATE.

How Jim Larkinm Was Matched
Agninst a Cub for £500 a Side—
Two Bull Dogs Were Different
—Swimming With Bears.

The old Missourian was looking through
the window at the snow on Valentine day.

*“It.used to snow & heap more ‘an it does
o’ late years,” said he, as he put his news-
paper aside and settled back in his chair
for a talk.

“*Cept the big snow o' three year ago
this month, they hain't been many big
snows like they used to was.

“All over Missouri the winter o' 18545
was awful fur snow. Got up one mornin® in
Jinnerwary an' found the snow drifted
ergin’ the door so bad that I couldn't git
through. Had to craw! outen the winder
an' go ‘round an' do @« heap o' shovelin®
*fore could go In an' outen the door.

*The snow was drifted clean up to the
eave on one side ¢ the cabin. It staved
there, too, fur two ur three weeks. Snow
lay on that spring 'til ‘wa¥y in April.

“That is. it done that away in Hackle-
barney. where 1 lived. 1

“While the snow lay up ergin’ the side o
the cabin the wolves used to go up on the
roof o' nights an’ howl an’ keep us erwake.

“Yes, we bad dogs, an’ good ones, 100.
But dogs hain't no good to keep wolves
"way, when they gits used to "em. Dogs ‘Il
make a heap o' fuss fur a few nights an’
then they'll jine the band an’ play witn the
wolves, ur else let "em do as they please.

“Wa'n't we afeerd o' 'em? O. no. ¥e
know the old sayin’, ‘Famillerarity breeds
contemp’. ' That's The way o it. We're
jist like the dogs. Didn’t keer none after
we gits used to it. We're jinnerally mast
afeerd o' what we Enow the least erbout.
We jinnerally have the highest idees o
things we hain't never run up ergin’.

*This makes me think o Jim Larkin.
Jim lived up in Hackliéebarney. All his folks
died when he was a-growin' up. They left
him a heap o property, too, fur them
times. Didn’t have to be wuth ten million
to be rich in them days.

“When Jim was 19 the legisiater at Jeft
City give him the rights o' majority, so he
could git holt 0" his own property fur his-
self, which was land an’ niggers an' mules
an’ hosses an" a heap o' other truck.

“He soon decided to go out an' s2¢ the
world.

“He'd been out West as fur as Kirks-
wviile, an" he’'d been down to Canton on
the Mississippl river, one time. with a
drove o' hogs., This was twenty-five miles
from home, but Jim knowed he hadn't
been all over the worid, so he started ont
one fine day in August to see as much o
1 as he could.

“He wont 'way down to Palmyra. The
day he got there they was a show in town.
Jim had never seen one, so he bought four
bits worth an® went into the big tent. They
didn’t nothin’ interest him at fust. Finaliy,
he says, ‘Show me a bar. I've heerd pap
talk so myueh erbout b'ars "at I want to see
ono the mtmng.‘ Some o' the show lay-
out tuk L d er £ the an®
interduced him to a little J-year-old black
bar. Jim was disgusted. Hes expected to
see somethin' big as o cow.

< t up sich a funny
ever'body got to

He stood ‘round an”

talk erbgut it "at near|

Isughin’. This made the boss o' the show
mad. He says to Jim. "You don't kjow
nothin® erbout-b’ars. You'd better move
on fore the elephant eats ye fur grass.
‘{r:i‘re (he:ryenntlhiuhe‘lmuperxin

& Season. - .
*Jim says, ‘T'll bet you 350 I can whup

.u-,.-.t thing bar'handed.” The boss says

Put up yer money ur git.' Jim went v,
town an' found the lawyer 'at had hel:,
seltle his estate—ur rather he'd got a
allcwed fur a couple o' niggers ‘at some-
body in Palmyra had sold to Jim's father
fore he died. So the lawyer knowed Jim
was wuth 50 good enough. By the help
o' the Inwyer Jim raised $00 an’ he went
back an’ bought ‘nuther four bits worth o’
the show an’ went in the big tent ergin.
He made the bet.

“Jist outside o' Palmyra was a limekiln
in the side o' the bluff. Erbout 5 o'¢clock
that evenin' the ‘b'ar an' Jim was sent
out thers to fight it out.

“The bar was fust put in the empty kiln
an' poked an' punched with poles an’
rods "til he was awful mad. Then
“tention o' the b'ar was drawed "ul
could crawl in through the eyve o' the kiin.

1]

“As goon as the b'ar seen Jim it kind o
riz an Its hind feet an' tried to h%,hlm.
Jist
jumped to one side an' landed a sledge-
han:mer lick with” his fist ergin th;_dnhm
ek
slunk off to tuther side o the
always been a pet an' was used to bein
punchin’ an’ pokin® Id make it close in
ergin. So Jim won the §d0.
have a goad time with new. friends. He
had plemty of friends' now. The news
an' all the south eend o
heerd erbout it. : .
jist before noon, Jim come
walkin' In at meetin’. Old Parson Jol
Rowa was holdin’ a
But Jim put nigh broke up the meetin’.
“That’s him?! at's Jim Larkin, an" he
in' an' murmurin’ yo never heerd In meet-
In" In yer lfe!
walk Into a berrocom full o' loafers they
wouldn't cause more of a commotion an’
mornin’, forty years ago, in Parson Rowe's
meetin’,
barney, an’ was often spoke of at the gro-
cerE fu Sand HIUL
“But
He knowed he badn't
whupped ever'thing o the animal kind.
—a kind o challenge—'at he’'d fight any
two bulldogs in the state o' Missourl fur
“A Kaintucky f{armes over In Saline
county tuk anlm up.
great extent. Ye see a hungry bull
hain't no pet b'ar cub. An' two b
grabbed Jim by o leg an” tuther got holt o'
an arm_an' they stretched him mighty

But it didn't close in on him. J
ribs o' the b'ar. The b'ar squal
Kin. It'd
whupped &n® cong #0 no ermount o'
*Jim stayed In ra a few days to
reached home—as they was some =
Hul]mw
“One Sunday
He was jist In the middle o' his sermon.
whupped a b'ar bar'handed! Sich whisper-
It Corbett am’ Fitzsimmons was both te
sensaticn *an Jim caused on ‘at Sunday
*Jim was the liop o' the tribe o' Hackle-
Jim couldn't rest with only one
laurel on bhis hrow.
“So he had a notice put in a newspaper
a thous dojlars a side.
“Did he fight 'em? Well, no; not to any
dogs Is wuss—a Heap wuss. e o ‘em
qulek. So ha lost his

$1.000,

“*What become o' Jim? I lost sight o" him
time o° the war. But thirty year after his
bar fight I seen him In a rallroad camp
out In Kansas. He was Hvin' In a tent
with his wife an’ four ur five children, an'
he was shovelin® dirt fur & dollar an’ four
bits a day, an” losin" half o' his time at
that on account o" rainy weather.

“Yes; yo're right. They Is a heap o' dif-
fercnee 'tweéen a pet bar an’ a wild un—
sometimes,

“That makes me think, I was down in
the Ozarks wunst ermung some b'ars ‘at
was different.

“We camped erbout 200 yards from a
bole o clear water in a little creek, am’
at the foot o' high long mountain—erbout
ten mile long.

“The next moimin’ after we made camp
wa went "way out to the fur eend o' the
mountiin to hunt. They was four 0" us—
Bill, Jake, George an’ me. We was takin®
a_summer hunt, In them days the law

ye'to kill deer In August. ~

“We got 'way out to the east eend o
the mountaln aa' was gone 'til put nigh

"Jn‘jl:n'm off by hisself an' was the

!ulu an’ cool hisself off a little, an’ then
| make a fire to cook supper when we all'd
git back.

“When he got near
heerd a splashin’. Lookin' down he see
three rings 0_' water, an” got a glimpse o'
the shapes o' somethin’ in the aige o the
water-hole. He says to hlsself, "Them's
our fellers, an” I'll skeer 'em 1o death” He
lay down his rifle. took off his clothes, an’
run an’ give an Injun whoop an’ jumped
intn the water right where he see the water
a-shakin’. i

Was we there? Not much. It was three
b'ars takin® a swim an’ doin” & Httle fishin®,

"They was kind o' surprised. was
One was a big he bar, an® he mads
fur Jake. Jake was a pood swimmer when
he wa'n't too bad skeered. Now he was a
! little skeered. He started up through the
middle o the waler le, u-swimmin’,
a-stranglin® an” a gugslin’, an' the bar
after him. They was a big, hangin® Iimb
over the water, an’ Jake got hoit o' this
an’ clim” up on it. Now he felt putty safe.

“The b'ar went ashore, an® all three o'
'em talked the matter over awhile. Jake
rested—an’ thought.

““The big b'ar clim® up the tree from the
shore. T other two looked on an' langhed.

“The old be b'ar got up the tree an' out
on the limb in erbout ten feet o' Jake. Ha
conldn't git no fudder. The imb wasn't big
enough fur him to hug. Jake tried to
shake him off.

S t's where Jake made o mistake.
He'd give the b'ar an jdee. The b'ar says,
‘Umphhumph! Two kin play at that
game?” So he pressed his back ergin a
limb higher up an’ pushed down on tha
limb Jake was on an’ soused him under—
limb an® all. Then Jake commenced to
holler. Every little while the bar'd scuse
him under. Them b'ars must a had a heap
o' fun that afternoon! Jake kept hollerin®,

“Erbout sundown Bill, George an' ma
got into camp. We heerd Jake a hollerin’,
but he was so hoarse an' skeered he didn't
sound nateral. So we thought somebody
else’d got on our huntin® ground.

“We throwed down our game—a doa an”
a fawn—an’ went down to the water hole
to s¢e who It was, Jist as we gits nigh we
see two b'ars skip out into the bresh an’,
lookin® up in the tree where the hollerin’
was, we see the old he bar an® Jake.
George shot the bar through the heart an’
he fell in the water kersplash. When he
riz t0 the top Bill shot him in the hend
an’ we got him.

“Jake clim' down an’ got Into his clothes,
but his back was awful sore. The sun
had blistared it while he lay on that limb,
When he wasn't under the water he was
gitiin® a roast from the August sun.

“Jake livin' yit? O, ves; but he's mighty
pertickler what kind o" erowd he goes in

ha
& swimmin" with
EDWIN WALTERS.
FLOORED WITH GEMS,

Pearis Werth $330,000 Takes From
the Gulf of California.

From the San Francisco Call

The agent of tha English propristors of
the concession granted by the Mexican re-
public for & monopoly of pearl fishing In
the Guif of California recently arrived in
San Francisco and gave some Interesting
detalis of the pressnt methods employed
in their industry, which has continued ever
since the occupation of the country in the
time of Cortex.

The whole coast of the Guif of Callfornia
abounds in pearis, and the concessions con-
trol the entire territory. Until within the
last few tim native divers were employ-

e c:epth to which they could de.
t

scend did no hirty-five feet. Wi.ih
tho Introduoction of diving para
limit of depth was fm:rmed g !tun‘:‘l:a&?

om#. The divers could formerly re-
main under water not to exceed two min-
utes. A modern diver thinks nothing of a
two hour stop In water 100 feet in depth,
tho ha&ngmater depths the stay s no

The dangers of pearl
ways been ted,

a fctitious wvalue to the ems.

The lcss of life In the fisherles In lower

{nuud tm‘::l; hum dm?mit
the

::enotlnm fact that the deaths

were atnﬂaﬁm by th

itm f these
witness o
ficulty to substantiate them so much the
I'n;:a-' at best 5 a

oney and those who wers &
fore the lntrodw:l:l-na of

wera always short
the world’s market for pearis of extra
beauty s always far In excess of the sup-

ply.

A Georgia Breakdown.
Hl.meﬂ.dlgklﬂ-dm'tmmmsuu-
e up yu_' heels, now—when you gwine
to come?
Fetch snother razzle dat will paralyze &
Shing shang shell-a-wang pop-I-let-l-cu! -
When I lived In Georgla—don't you t'ink I
nebber did? ;
Dat was 'fore da wa', you know, jes’ & Iit-
Uteﬂut:damdonhmtn de cabin "long
with Lou—
Shing shang shell-a~-wang pop-i-let-i-cu!
Take de fiddle yander dat am hangin' on
Drn"-j ®de sauack 'cross her back, listen
when da’ call;
Churn, de, fico', good "nough! pa'dner, how
Bhln: i?n.inl shell-a-wang pop-l-let-i-cu?
Fiddle drives me crazy! Oh how good It

makes me I
Whmittechuup:kmnhmnan‘m-

tles in de heel!
de

Slow de music up a bit—hardly fair to
Audeﬁr':u!outafm-m' leave me jes"
I tu‘rf‘f'dies a-dancin‘—stop de music If
smul shang shell-a-wang pop-i-let-l-cu!

So I strikes my gait ag'in—iet de music
Jes' ?'uma faster now, master ob de
Dm'?o 1:5; wastin' hours when de minutea

Shin "en’:héﬁ:h_cn-a 'Wang pop-i-let-1
- ~l-eu!
.y —Judge=.

No Talk Needed.

From Truth.

Chumley—""You'ra a_mighty poor talker,
especially to ladies. How did you ralse the
nerve Lo pro to Miss Sweet?"

Dumley—"Oh—aw: I didnt say much
of anything: I my ring to her
and she slip it on her left . and
sald, "All LIt Atal"=

Tourist Sleeper to California.

Take Chair Car (Beats on the Bur-
lington’a morning train to colp, and

joiu tha personally apkl

Tourlsts’ Excursion, lea Lincoln at 5:45
p. m. every Thursday for lifornia. For
folders and lnfmt{an uire at Ticke:
Office, 1044 Unlon avenue or street.

They “Also™ Ham.

*“The bride was quits a popular
wasn't ﬂ:he?‘l' =
bang—""Yes. indeed. The Dally Whoop

sen meft 5 editor to report It. Ha
printed a list o lovers half a
column_long under the heading, ‘Among
Those Who Also Ran.'™

Her Oasis.

e

b ¢
If‘!i‘[emh:da‘a nothin’, so he t

be'd go down fo the water an’ take a




